gO                         THE WINTER'S TALE.                  [ACT rv,

Clo. He could never come better ; he shall come in. I love
a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter merrily set
down, or a very pleasant thing indeed and sung lament-
ably.                                                                                     189

8en\ He hath songs for man or woman, of all sizes; no
milliner"can so fit his customers with gloves: he has the
prettiest love-songs for maids ; so without bawdry, which is
strange ; with such delicate burthens of dildos and fadings,

* jump her and thump her;? and where some stretch-mouthed
rascal would, as it were, mean mischief and break a foul gap
into the matter, he makes the maid to answer * Whoop, do-
me no har.ni, good man;' puts him off, slights him, with

* Whoop, do me no harm, good man,5

Pol. This is a brave fellow.                                              199

Clo. Believe me, them talkest of an admirable conceited
fellow. Has lie any unbraided wares ?

Sere. He hath ribbons of all the colours ij the rainbow;
points more than all the lawyers in Bohemia can learnedly
handle, though they come to him by the gross : inkles, cad-
disses, cambrics, lawns : why, he sings 7em over as they were
gods or goddesses ; you would think a smock were a she-angel,
he so chants to the sleeve-hand and the work about the square
on't.

Clo. Prithee bring him in ; and let him approach singing.

Per. Forewarn him that he use no scurrilous words in's
tunes.                                                         [Exit Servant. 211

Clo. You have of these pedlars, that have more in them
than you :ld think, sister.

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think.

Enter AUTOLYCUS, singing.

Lawn as white as driven snow;
Cyprus black as e'er was crow;
Gloves as sweet as damask roses ;
Masks for faces and for noses;